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2 Lord. If the business be of any difficulty, and this
morning your departure hence, it requires haste of your
lordship.

Bertram. I mean, the business is not ended, as fearing  *
to hear of itiereafter...But shall we have this dialogue
between the Fool and the Soldier? Come, bring forth
this counterfeit module, has deceived me like a double-
meaning prophesier.

2 Lord. Bring him forth, [a soldier goes out] Has sat
iW stocks all night, poor gallant knave.                      100

Bertram. No matter, his heels have deserved it^ in
usurping his spurs so long. How does he carry himself?

2 Lord. I have told your lordship already; the stocks
carry him. But to answer you as you would be under*
stood, he weeps like a wench that had shed her milk.
He hath confessed himself to Morgan, whom he sup-
poses to be a friar, from the time of his remembrance
to this very instant disaster of his setting iW stocks: and
what think you he hath confessed?

Bertram. Nothing of me, has a*?                              no

2 Lord. His confession is taken, and it shall be read
to his face. If your lordship be irx't, as I believe you are,
you must have the patience to hear it.

Soldiers bring In PAROLLES, with his Interpreter

'Bertram. A plague upon him! muffled! he can say
nothing of me.

I Lord. Hush! hush! Hoodman comes! Porto-
tartarossa.

Interpreter. He calls for the tortures. What will you
say without'em?

Parolles.  I will confess what I know without con- 120
straint. If ye pinch me like a pasty, I can say no more.

Interpreter. Bosko chimurcho.

I Lord. Boblibindo chicurmurco.